74                            MY    FATHER

our contempt of Court by levying the rate. Father
was too wily to be caught in this way. Most of us
took the line that the Government having allowed
us to get into prison through their neglect should
find some means of getting us out again. Besides
we were beginning to find prison comfortable if
not delectable.

Our prison days were exciting and tedious in
turn. Father himself would probably have preferred
to take things quietly instead of causing a lot of bother
for everybody in the prison. Poor Jack Scurr, a
very sick man at the time, was somewhat like-minded,
But the rest of us decided to make ourselves as
objectionable as possible to those for whom prison
discipline was a matter of grave concern.

Needless to say, both father and Scurr supported
us in all our misdoings. There was hardly a prison
rule we did not break. In the first few days the
warders tried hard to treat us like ordinary criminals,
locking us in our cells for twenty-four hours, and
ordering us to march yards apart in the prison yard
in single file. They failed. We just strolled about
the exercise yards arguing and debating and causing
great disaffection amongst the other prisoners.

After three days all pretence of discipline had
gone, prison regulations were scrapped, and we
became the virtual masters of Brixton prison.

Special food was sent in for us, the Town Clerk
and many borough officials, (including the medical
officer of the borough) came every day and enabled
us to conduct the ordinary business of the Poplar